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| MODEST EXCEPTIONS, 


5 
„ 
* 


Myr peo ja dipe in the Picrian foring, 
To climb Parnaſſus I am all on wing; 
Cautious and flow, the ſteep aſcent I tread, 
« With all my imperfeQions on my head ;” 
Rugged the path, with peril ſo beſet, 


I know not to advance, or to retreat: 
B Each 


Proceed we then, tho' 'rwere Olympus height. 


Bids n me ae the * attempt give 0 — 


And never, never, be, ambitious. more.” 


- $4 — 


eine fl 
Palit dale, De Bas line Teiges 


Siſters of Helicon ! on you I call, 
Suffer n me not, like Phaeton, to fall : 


—— —__ — ates —_ Rey * e a ado 0.262. 


For my fu ſucceſs your due libations pay; 3 
Much, much depends on this important day, 


A day that Gil gor wer HE my doom, Ls! e Y 


« Big with the füt vf Cato) and df Rome.“ 


oy 


| Lives there u Britot bold chat will engage 


A Female Pawior in this ſuribbling age: 
Who dares Macauthy' Mobrvr Piru arraign ? 
MacaulAv, faireſt: of che Patriot trairi l o 100 W 
; D . 
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Does any Roman ſpirit make reply „„ 


I am no Roman, Sirs . but yet dare I 

To ſingle combat hold her, if ſhe'will,” - | 
And, for my weapon, —bear a ſharp comduill 
If, like Eneas, Ia wound ſuſtain, 

No cure for me, alas] in minutes twain; 

Me Venus nor W have in care, 
Indifferent they, I ween, how matters fare; 
Nor God, nor Goddeſs, will to earth deſcend, 
That I e' er heard. to ſtand the Poet's friend. 
Oh! to have liv'd in Virgil's halcyon days! 
(The very thought inſpires my feeble lays) 

A patron, like Auguſtus,” to have found | 

My ſteps. I then had trod on hallow'd ground, 
And on the Ides, the Calends, ſlept ſecure, 
Nor fear'd that hydra, Critical Reviewer. 


E'en 


* 
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en as it is, to Kar I give no quarter, 


No Roman, Grecian, —but a Briton's ng", 


Who from a ſtock as fair my lineage boaſt 

As aw the Macs, I wis, on Scottiſh coaſt, 
Macaulay humble, modeſt in her Pea; 

How comes ſhe, then, to be attack'd by me? 


Obvious the reaſon, think but for a minute, 


She writes, I read, that's all the diff rence in it; 


And diff rence great enough to hungry bard, 
Who books at price reduc d can ill afford a 
Nay, ſince the truth will out, at firſt, or laſt, 
To purchaſe Homer he a week muſt faſt. 
With wiſe Sir Edward Coke I've nought to do, 


Peace to his manes; hard, alas! his doom; 


I weep the patriot, and the friend of Rome, 


* 
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# 


Nor with that © worſe than Goth, fam'd Cicero:“ 
2 


But, 


* 
* 


Tis this 4e Ne ſutor ultra crepidam.“ 


That great man wrote, which pleas'd not royal James; 


5 N 
but t, like moſt women, little Underſtand 
40 of moral fitneſ, and the law 0 th! land,” 1 
There i is a motto 1 have ſomewhere read, 


Which for my ignorance: excuſe will plead ; 


Quote it I may without or fear or ſhame, 


8 Locke, Bacon, Nxwrox, ſpeculators thoſe 
On ſciences adapted beſt to proſe : 

Bacon, a Chancellor corrupt we're told, — 
Chancellors now—are made of other mould; 
Nor is it likely, clients all agree, 

T 0 bribe a council with a double fee : 
Corruption, —horrid phraſe] now obſolete, 


Courtiers can hardly ſpell it when they ſee't, 
* Ideas Philoſophical, it ſeems, 


C Vain 


. <q TY . 1 0 
— FLOP 15 
Partial to tio man « ber but bis owns) 

Loexr fortunately liv'd in dexter times, 
When Prince and people were exempt from crimes : 


WW? 


No factious ſpirits then, no party-r 

That, ſurely, muſt have been the Golden Age; 
Golden to him it fk. a a goodly heritage. 
* Nxwrox, philoſopher of glorious fame, 
That ev'ry ſtar cou'd number by its name 
When with his ſecond ſelf, his works, 1 fray, 
Heav'n to explore, and find the folar way, 


Wrapt in amazement, I that Pow'r revere, a: 
That cou'd exalt him to his proper ſphere ; 
j F rom Heav'n he enine; a ſtar of form divine, 
1 | To Heav'n return'd, — in brighteſt magnitude to ſhine. 
1 77 r | « Por, 


5 “ Por x an ceconomiſt” I ſhall allow, 
n all due duF'rende bow : 


Þ | Few bards, like him, it is a truth confeſs'd, 


C With happy independence” now are bleſt ; 
But then, the fact, the honeſt fact, to tell. 
Few are the bards that have deſervd fo well. 
With ſordid Bookſellers” I ſeldom treat, 
No Patriot I, nor puffer for the State ; 
«© They, if in favour with the Goddeſs fickle, 
"| © With fellow-cits for privilege may ſtickle, 
p © To eat, to drink, to ſleep,” —perchance, to dream; 
No law was ever made to gar ſuch claim: 
And, ſhould their wiſdoms be diſpos'd to fight, 
May calmly go to cufts, —for Copy-Right; 
Nay, farther, « if eſtates they have to leave,” 


They to their kindred ſuch eſtates may give. 
Haply 


= SS 2x. 
Haply eadow'd wich gift of ſecond light, ; ot 
Authors, I plain diſcern, for profit write, ö 
Abſurd it were this maxim to deny,— . 


Cravings of Nature we muſt all: ſupply : : 


: Hiſtor iographers, Patriots, now for lorn! * 


To ſkeletons by midnight ſtudy worn, 
Tr anſlator s, Plagiariſts, in theſe our days, S 


Live not, I ween, on pittance ſcant of praiſe ; 


E'en laurel'd WarTzauz an, tho' of bards the worſt, 
Had he no cheeſe, ——wou'd, mutt' ring, eat his cruſt. 
Aſk, of their friends, before we farther go, 


If Fame is all that Authors ſeck below ? F 
To anſwer this, they will at once reply, 
Vaſt is their Merit, and their Modeſty ; 
Yet, on an av'rage, tho' the tax be greater 
Than any one impos'd by Ane, 
1 Ample 


(9) 
Ample amends in an addrefs they gain, 
Or panegyric in a high-flown ftrain; 
For which they on Apician fare, at leaſt, 
At their expence, thro' gratitude, ſhou'd feaſt ; 
Since Bookſellers themſelves will often dine 
On ven'ſon, turtle, and a bacon-chine. 


Theſe facts are certain as that now I write, 


The ſound of which creates an appetite. 

« Why, wretched Author, why to market ſtray, 
« When thou, the wherewithal, haſt not to pay? 
ce Thy literary merit will not buy, 
% A ſteak of beef, or mutton, for a pie; 
* Butchers and bakers they have flinty hearts, 
And callous are to all poetic arts; 
Nor will an epigram, or fatire, ſell, 


In open market,—for a joint of veal; 
= - The 


l © 
& The very brewer,” for your brighteſt thought, 
Will not of Portes U 4 Ua beg ! 
4 Alas | their letter d ignorance; e find, 
tt Excuſe enough for cheating all mankind,” . 

To ftenes of) beriue |if tayitidaloriron'd-Ring;” 
And to a ſpunging-houſe- direct her way, err 
Wou'd ſhe attend, to this laſt ſcene of Sy 2:11 
«© The pale philoſopher from Attic ſtor {| 
(% Who, elf · denying one with truth might ay, 
Not ſumptuouſly had fared ev ry day); : 

« She there the caitiff officer might view, 
& Exacting, to a farthing, all his due, 3 
Nor, as the Patriot writes, „of his extortion, 
« Wou'd he a tittle *bate,” for her diverſion, : 
* Thoſe, thoſe are evils J * ſoar above, 
« Yet flights of faney,"t Eb confels'd,” Ilove. 
Wou'd 


n 

Wou'd I a friend relieve: with evils preſt, 
The mode I ſhou d adopt, to me ſeem d beſt. 
« An empty ſlomach,”: TI with. her agree, 
« Is to the ſpleen a mortal enemy. 
We of Britannia's iſle; that ſeat of folly } 
Are juſtly ftil'd-the ſlaves to melancholß; 
No air ſfalubs'tue:dath.our:clime: exhals;. 
But nauſeous vapours breathe in ev'ry- gale: 
Sorely oppreſs'd by weight of atmoſphere; 
Inſane her wayward children oft: appear; 
Their lives with piſtol, fword, or poiſon, end, 
And to the gloomy region ſtraight. deſcend. 
Fatal we know, to fowl, difeaſe nam'd pip, 
To Britons ſtill more fatal — is the hyp. 


There are, who, if a compliment they pay, 


Are ſure t6 do it in an aukward way, — 


SHAKESPEARE, 


5 5 6120 
| SHAKE SPEARE, . great Bard, that charafte ſublime, '' 
(Whom to deſcribe wou'd far bead my tine) 5 
* If to improve mankind he wrote a ſtrain, 


ce Tt ſecondary Was to view of gain ale E 
« Gain his firſt object,” n ambitious _ 


Cou'd &er r pofieſs a man not worth a groat; 
To pleaſe a barb rous — is'his aim, 
Nor did he ever court the-Goddeſs. Fame: 
© SHAKESPEARE, of ribaldry the very fink, ' 

„Who horſes well cou'd manage, and a link:“ 


Yet this great man immottal will remain, 
Tho' e'en an hoſt of Macs againſt him join. 

« If to what Pity writes we credit give, 

« His was the age when Authors well did live; 
« Learning then flouriſh'd, Rome no barren ſoil, 
And frequent legacies repaid their toil.” 


4 "TA 
+ * Wi 1 | 


That cuſtom rave in Britain cou'd wo rech, 


(e More honour d. in ch obſeryance than the breach, 
Genius, tho drooping,, wou d its hend erect,— 
Greater the pow r of gold thay men ſuſped . 

A nation civiliz d, I once was told, 
The Engliſh were; aſſertion vagye and bold ; 
In Gathic bachariſea they bew, by BG, 
Equal, s ſaid, their anceſtors, the Pjds, 
« When did —— I fain wou'd know, 
“ From ſervice done his country aflluent grow ? 
„When to ingenious friends bequeſt made he, | 
In time of need, of a rich legacy? : 
« No; on u blockhead reaſon muſt deſpiſe, = 
“ Fiftieth of kin,—he laviſhes the prize. 
“ Baſe leaven they, of the corrupteſt kind, 
« With ſelfiſhneſs ſo tainted is their mind, 

- | That 
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That not acbivruous chen, alis! not Ons: lug 32d T 

Toi ſave che eity can be Hit pen. 110fl 60A 2) 

Since ill ſuch ſentiments'with/ mine PR od e 

I 2 refer you to the Mobb Pin! wee als 1932937) 0 
And when I ſpealas oouneill in this cauſe 12 /. 

You alk behcld a- very diff'te whe elan tl A I ol 
Oh! Patriot? Patriot, thou thy day "haſt had) 7: ft 

What aileth tlie? and wherefore art thou fad Plau 
Thy ſoul-republican, thy reſtleſs: ſprite, © es 

A tyrant makes thee in/:thine- own deſpite :: 


From Joh son, ſay, what mighty ills do n N 
* hat thou with him, alas! wilt pluck a crow-ã 

'F rom thee didithar «:Celoflur bee: iis: 10 
Or at thy merit yaſt in thought repine ? 
Didſt thou from him correctiom undergo? Jug nb 
If not, Ohl Patriot, wherefore | then his foe: 11 2? 
He 


„ 


He has a penſion, that you can t deny; ts 


He has, —andi{a'wou'd gladly you and II. 
Mirow Ohl here. I cen d my titeme * mr) 
nd with Macaurar quickly be in alt. * 


Had ndt-that Mir xo ved hig rebel peng e 
To ſerve the greateſt, yet the worſt of men, 

Who | dar d imbrug his hands in royal blood, 
Dark was the deed, yet feign'd to ſerve his God, 


bs this foul cauſe I raptures ill can feign, 4 


or tune my lyre to ſuch inglor'ous ſtrain; 
a My unimpaſſion' d ſoul, from faction free, 


Rejoices at the name of Monarchy; * 
Yet Mil rox's excellence I ne'er can rate, 


His own great works. —muſt praiſe him in the gate, 


To ſum up all, in manner ſhort and plain, 
& Sooner ſhall Birnham- Wood reach Dunſinane,“ 
| The 
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Lambs ſooner bleat, and the Seotch' chiſtle blowp 
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